no     THE MASTER OF THE HILL

" The boys worked like heroes; there seemed
In all the hurry and confusion to be some one
of them always near Marion, so that if she
ejaculated, * Oh! my baby's clothes!' or some
kindred thought, a knight instantly started off
for Mrs. John's baby's clothes! In one of these
moments she exclaimed, 'Oh! boys, boys, my
little old Bible! My cousin Edith gave it to
me, I've always had it!' Well, I can't count the
boys who went Bible hunting. It seemed to
me the roughest boys were the ones that came
oftenest with eager delight, with one Bible
after another, to be met with thanks but the
remark, * Oh! that isn't the one! Never mind!'
Back they would fly, and although I told them
all for their comfort it would very likely be
with the other saved books, it seemed to be
like the ' Holy Grail/ Of course there were
awfully funny things done, and it was a healthy
thing to have to stop and laugh to see a man
carefully descending a ladder with a beautiful
vase in his arms, have a scrap basket descend
on his head, scattering its papers, and com-
pletely enveloping his head, so some one had
to climb up and uncap him. It is wonderful
how much was saved, but I fear many things
are badly injured that need not have been, and
in spite of the boys watching, things must have
been stolen. But there was more good will
than bad, I am sure. Neighbors both gentle
and rough exerted themselves to the utmost.
The deserted seminary opposite was crammed
with recovered goods. Finally when we were
fairly exhausted, after being assured that John,
Alfred, Will, Otto and Endicott were in noeen thankful that my
